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1 «^/l i[lf By Art Buchwald 

FBI Director Clarence M. Kelley said last week in a 
speech that collecting information about private citizens 
is not a serious threat unless the data is misused. And 
there, as Hamlet’s masseur would say, is the rub. What 
guarantees are there that the raw files will not be mis- 
used? Suppose you have a vindictive computer which 
has in its memory bank the files on some of our lead- 
ing citizens. Director' Kelley may say it can’t happen-, 
but it 'did just last week. I was on a tour through FBI 
headquarters when I fell behind and this computer 
started chattering on its printout. 

“Would you like to hear about a senator who wears 
• silk stockings and -high 'heels when he’s working on tax 
reform at home?” 

I was shaken and punched back, “Of course not.” 

The computer’s typewriter worked again. “There’s 
.^certain female movie star who takes baths in Coors 
beer- with a. well-known professional football player.” 
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“What’s so -strange about that?” I typed back. 

Nothing, except he poses for Schlitz beer commer- 
cials, the printout read, “and always says, ‘When 
you re out of Schlitz, you’re out of beer!” 

. “Oh, for heaven’s sakes,” I typed back, “don’t you 
have anything better -to do than just print gossip about 
people?” 

The computer seemed to ignore my message and 
came 'back with, “there’s a liberal actor in "The Tow- 
ering Inferno’ who sneaked off for a weekend to Lake 
Tahoe with a right-wing married actress from the same 1 
picture.” 

• “Dp you have proof of this?” 

“No,” the computer replied, -“'but where there’s 
smoke there’s fire.” 

And its lights started blinking as if it was enjoying 
its own joke. J ' .- s . «. 



Those Skeleton s in Your Closet 


Punishment 

I typed back, “I think this is disgraceful. You have 
all this material stored in you and none of it has been 
' verified. You could do tremendous damage to inno- 
cent people.” 

. The computer’s lights turned dark red. It was angry. 
“There are -no innocent people. There are only Ameri- 
cans we know things about and Americans we don’t,” 
the printout read. “I am the keeper of the skeletons 
in everyone’s closet.” 

“But just because you have it in your memory 
hank,” I protested, “doesn’t make it a fact.” 

‘“That's what you think. Once the raw files are fed 
into a computer it becomes the gospel truth. Comput- 
ers never lie. Have you heard about the Supreme 
Court justice who took his wife to see ‘Deep Throat’?” 

“What’s so wrong with that?” I typed back. 

“Six times?” 


‘Lies, all lies.”. I hit the keys furiously. “Your 
tapes are filled with rumor, innuendo and vicious gos- 
sip. Don’t you have any shame at all?” 

The lights turned red again. “No one has ever called 
me a liar before.” 

“You’re a disgrace to IBM,” I angrily typed back. 

“Thomas Watson would be turnipg over in his grave 
if he-krew the filth you had stored in you!” 

The lights turned green. “Would you like to know 
what I have on you?” the printout read. 

I turned white. “What could you possibly have on 
me?” I typed out with my fingers shaking. 

The computer clicked noisily. “The Allegheny stew- 
ardess in Little Rock.” 

I almost broke my fingers. “I’ve never been in Little 
_ Rock in my life.” . 

“Then maybe it was Kansas City.” ■. 

“Allegheny doesn’t fly to Kansas City,” I typed baelf , 

“Then maybe it was the Hertz Rent-A-Car girl,” the 
computer replied. “I can’t remember everything.” 
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